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The T ragedic of Hamlet 

But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no racancs my Lord. 

Ham. It will not fpeakc, then will I Follow it. 

Hor. What if it temptyou toward theflood my Lord. 
That heckles ore his bace, into the fea, 

And there all'ume tome other horrible fliape, 

W hich might depriue your foueraigntie of reafon. 

And driue you into madneffe : thinke of it. 

Ham. Still am I called, go on,ile follow thee. 

Hor. My Lord, you fhall not go. 

Ham. Why what fliould be the fcarej 
I do not fet tny life at a pinnes fee, 

And for my foule, what can it do to that? 

Being a thing imtnortall, like it felfc, 

Go on, ile follow thee. 

c Mar. My Lord be rulde, you (hall not goe. 

Ham. My fate cries out,and makes each pety Artiue 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue. 

Still am I cald, vnhand me gentlemen; 

By heauen ile make a ghoft of him that lets me, 

Away I fay, go on, ile follow thee, 

Hor. He waxeth defperate with imagination. 

CMar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmarke. 
Hor. Hauc after, to what ifluc will this fort?J 
t Mar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. exit. 
Sntsr Gbofl and Hamlet. 

Ham. Ile go no farther,whither wilt thou leade me? 
Ghojl Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Gbofl I am thy fathers fpirit, doomd for a time 
To walke the night, and all the day 
Confinde i nflaming fire. 

Till the fbule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Arepurged and burnt away. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

(jboft Nay pitty me not, but to my vnfolding 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Lend thy liftning care, but that lam forbid 
To tell the fecrets of mv prifon houfe 
I would a tale vnfold, whofe lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy yong blood, 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their fpheres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular haire to ftand on en d 

Like quils vpon the fretfiill Porpentine, 

But this fame blazon mufl not be, to eares of flefh and blood 
Hamlet, if cuer thou didft thy deere father louc. 

Ham. O God. 

Gbo. Reuenge his foule, and mod vnnaturall murder : 
Ham. Murder. 

Gbofl Yea, murder in the higheft degree. 

As in theleaft tis bad, 

But mine mod foule, beaftly, and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Hafte me to knowc it, that with wings as fwift as 
meditation, or the thought ofit,may fweepe to my reuenge. 

Gbofl O I findethceapt, and duller fhouldftthou be 
Then thefatweede which rootes it felfein cafe 
On Lethe wharffe : briefe let me be. 

Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my orchard, 

A Serpent flung me 5 fo the whole eare of [ Denmarke 
Is with a forged Profles of tny death rankely abufde: 

But know thou noble Youth : he that did fling 
Thy fathers heart, now weares his Crownc. 

Ham. O my prophetike loule, my vncle! my vnclet 
Cjbofi Yea he, that inceftuous wretch, wonne to his will 

0 wicked wil!,and gifts! that hauc the power (with gifts. 
So to feducc my mod feeming vertuous Queene, 

But vertnc, as it neuer will be moued, 

Though Lewdneffe court it in a fhape of heauen, 

So Luft, though to a radiant angle linckt, 

Would fate it (elfe from a ccleftiall bedde. 

And prey on garbage : but foft, me thinkes 

1 lent the mornings ayre, briefe let me be. 


Sleeping 


